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and fog began to choke the valleys and canyons. Toward evening
it closed in altogether—heavy rolling banks o£ fog above which only
the mountain-tops showed. The fog prevented us from making any
accurate estimate of the size of Nicholas II Land, but in our clear
flight we had made an important geographical discovery. Nicholas II
Land is, in reality, not one island but two islands separated by a
narrow channel.
In fog we cruised across the strait separating Nicholas II Land
from the mainland and spent the rest of the night, in clear sun-
shine and now with perfect visibility, flying over the great Taimyr
Peninsula in northern Siberia. This desolate region, almost exactly
half-way between Spitsbergen and Alaska, impressed me more
than anything else I saw on the voyage. A Russian trapper once
crossed this treeless, wind-swept barren—in winter—but there is no
other record of any crossing that I know of. Thousands of wild
reindeer, grazing on the tundra, fled in panic from the apparition
we made in the sky. Our camera-mapping of Lake Taimyr was the
first survey ever made of that vast fresh-water sea.
From Taimyr west across the open Arctic Ocean to fly down the
long, narrow isknd of Nova Zembla, of which, since it is frequently
visited, I need say nothing except that its mountains, a continuation
of the Ural Range, are among the most beautiful in the world.
Then back to the mainland again, across the Arctic Circle, and down
through Russia, sleeping most of the time, since we had all been
more or less continuously awake in the Arctic. I remember being
roused by the steward at 3 ajn., July 30, with the news that we were
over Leningrad. Looking down from my cabin window in the early
dawn, I saw the Winter Palace. Soldiers were waiting to receive us
at the airport, but, with his sixth sense as a navigator of the air,
Commander Eckener kept on. An hour later fog enshrouded
Leningrad.
Next day we stopped for an hour or so at Berlin to discharge
some of our passengers and receive an official greeting. At 4 a.m.,
July 31, the Graf Zeppelin was fast to her mooring-mast at Fried-
richshafen, having flown more than eight thousand miles in less
than six days. It seemed like a dream.
But in one respect it was no dream. The sight of Arctic ice and
unknown lands had fired me with a zeal for exploration such as had

